IV

FEMINISM   IN  NYASALAND

FOR several years after my arrival in tropical Africa, while
living in the midst of natives, and fully conversant, as I
Imagined, with their customs and their way of thinking,
my heart was filled with compassion for the hard-working
and submissive black woman. 'What a field,' I often said
to myself, cfor the vindicators of women's rights! Oh!
if I could only bring here one of those energetic lady
champions! What a storm she would raise in the whole
world, until she had set rolling the stone which would, in
the end, bring if not entire freedom at least relief to these
poor and patient creatures!'

Pending the arrival of a militant ally, I tried my best,
wherever 1 happened to be, to pave the way by word of
mouth for a more energetic propaganda in the future; but
I must confess, to my shame, that my efforts met with very
little success. It is perhaps just as well, under the circum-
stances, that the expected militant friend has, up to date,
as far as I am aware, failed to materialize.

When I explained to a husband that it cannot, in fair-
ness, be expected from the mother of a family to collect
firewood in the forest, to bring water from the river, and
to carry all the household goods on a journey, I was
invariably met by that vacant stare which natives who
cannot or will not understand know so well how to assume;
and as to the women themselves, my discomfiture
amounted to a fiasco! They had two attitudes in response
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